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the pinkish-yellow sky: it was impossible to believe
that there were lands beyond the limits *of sight,
where grass grew and ducks swam stoutly upon
reedy ponds.
Behind the tail of the train we could see the
horizon on the other side; and at midday there was
nothing to distinguish east from west; but across
this dry world to the north the twin bars of shining
metal along which the train had come merged in
the distance into a single bar of steel, like the back
of the blade of a sword, the English sword laid upon
this land.
Mary and I stood looking back along the blade,
a blade which we were putting down, we both
hoped, for ever.
I said something like "The loneliness of it and
the hatred. See, the rails are so hot you can't touch
them. Our little trainful of people is carried along
the burning metals . . . then the rails lie still,
expanding in the sun. . . . Hours later, perhaps,
another train comes back along these same rails, but
nobody thinks of the trains which have gone before
or which will come after; and soon enough no more
trains will come, and the rails will burn and rust
and twist in the sun."
Then we turned to walk the five yards to our
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